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Taylor stares at his suitcase, lying, mouth open, by his closet. Packing is not his forte. He can't remember a 
single tour when he hasn't forgotten something essential - from his toothbrush (relatively replaceable) to his 
underwear (surprisingly unreplaceable when most needed, it turns out). And this isn't an easy trip to pack for, 
either - between a week-long stint on Letterman, a not-so-secret club gig, and a gazillion meetings and outings 
Dave's undoubtedly cooked up and not told them about yet, there're lots of bases to cover. With a sigh, he 
grabs a pile of t-shirts and tosses them in the case. There. That's a start. 


He's relieved when his phone rings, till he sees the name on the screen He presses the device to his ear. "Hey 
Jordyn, what's up?" He can count on one hand the number of times she has ever called him. The last time, the 


call had come from the hospital, when Dave wound up in the ER with chest pain. 


"Hey, Taylor. Sorry to bother you, but have you heard from Dave in the last couple of days?" Her formality, 
as always, puts him off. But there's no time to pay attention to that right now. 


"No, why? Hasn't he been home?" 


"He, uh.. He left early in the morning yesterday, and | haven't heard a thing since. His phone's going to 


Voicemail." 
Taylor's heart sped up uncomfortably. "Have you tried 606?" 


"No one's picking up there, either. And | drove by; his car's not there." She sounds exhausted. He finds himself 


feeling sorry for her - an unusual sensation. 
"Okay. Let me go check out some of his usual haunts, and I'll be in touch, okay?" 
"Thank you. I'd appreciate that." 


He slips the phone into his back pocket and runs down the stairs. For once, his keys are right where they 
should be, and the next thing he knows, he's zooming out of the driveway and toward Van Nuys. He weaves 
through Topanga's ever-curving streets, trying to catalogue all of the places Dave could have gone to. There's 
the studio, of course. The fact that the car's not there doesn't necessarily mean Dave himself is not. Why 
didn't she go inside? He feels the familiar resentment bubble up inside him, but catches himself. She's got 
three kids on her hands, after all. She can't be expected to run around looking for her husband. Apparently, 
thats my job 


He pulls into the 606 lot. Yep, definitely no car. Inside, it's pitch black He flips the lightswitch and hears the 
electricity crackle down the hall. Judging by that sound, no one's been in the building for some time. Just to 
make sure, he walks through the hallways, checks Dave's office. 


"D?" His voice echoes in the empty space. Nothing. 


Taylor gets back in his car, now officially worried. Not because something might have happened - the benefit 
of being as famous as Dave means that no car crash, no hospital visit, no serious anything would go unnoticed. 


If he was physically hurt, they'd know right away. 


No, its not Dave's physical safety Taylor's worried about. He's been watching the singer for some time, 
watching the stress mount in those chocolate eyes, in the curve of his shoulders, in his tightly pressed lips. He 
tried to talk to him a couple of times, but the glare he got in response shut him up. So, he continued to watch, 
waiting for the moment when those tightly built walls finally crumble, hoping to catch the man inside before 
he fell apart, too. 


He checks a couple of Dave's favorite bars, the parking lots at a beach and a state preserve he sometimes 
goes to. No dice. Where are you, babe? He makes a mental list of people to call, people Dave might turn to. Turn 
fo instead instead of you. The thought needles at something deep inside, and he rushes to push it away. Can't 


focus on that now, either. 


He thinks back to places he's found Dave before. Images of the singer slumped over the bar he'd just left 
flash before him. Of Dave's sitting form on the sand, hugging his knees to his chest. Of that dank hotel room, 
reeking of cigarettes and alcohol and god-knows-what-else.. That last flashback stops Taylor in his tracks. 


He bangs a U-turn, back toward 606. The lot at the Super 8 is empty, save for one oh-so-familiar car. There 
you are. Taylor kills the engine and looks around. The room in front of Dave's car is empty, as are the two on 
either side. Come to think of it, all but two of the rooms are unoccupied, their curtains wide open, exposing 
their insides to the world. In another room, the a television glistens through the cloth someone had hastily 
drawn across the windows. Possible, but unlikely. Which leaves one door - the one right in front of Taylor's 
truck, the one he pulled up to instinctively, though it is almost entirely on the opposite end of the lot from 
Dave's hybrid. 


For a moment, Taylor stares at the windows, dark and impenetrable behind layers of cloth. He takes a deep 


breath and knocks. "D? C'me on, bud, let me in" 
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For a moment, Taylor stares at the windows, dark and impenetrable behind layers of fabric. He takes a deep 


breath and knocks. "D? C'me on, bud, let me in" 


He presses his ear to the door, listening for any signs of life on the other side. He hears none - no creaking of 
mattress springs, no shuffling feet. When the lock by his ear clicks open, he springs back in surprise. 


Taylor expects Dave to look like crap, but what he actually sees still makes his heart ache. The singer's matted 
hair clings to his face, wide, red-rimmed eyes glance at Taylor exhaustedly before dropping back to the floor. 
His lips are parted, not in shock, exactly, but in that |-don't-know-what-to-do-now way. Instead of gripping the 
door jamb defensively - which would be very Dave-like - his hands hang helplessly by his sides. 


Taylor stares at him silently, willing those chocolate eyes to meet his. When that doesn't work, he decides to 
try speaking. "You look terrible." 


Dave's head snaps up with a glare. "Fucker." 


‘Let me in, D" His voice soft, insistent. Dave obeys, shuffling back to the king-sized bed in the middle of the 


room. 
"How'd you find me?" 

"You're not as unpredictable as you'd like to think" 
Another glare. "Did Jordyn call you?" 

Taylor nodded. "Whats going on, D?" 


Dave turns away, fixing his gaze on the far off corner of the room. "Nothing... | just needed some time to 
myself is all." 


"Uh huh." Taylor clears his throat. Time to try another tactic. "Okay, if that's true, then, forgive me, you are 
a royal asshole. Ditching your wife with three kids? Turning off your phone? What the fuck, man?" He expects 
Dave's body to tighten at his words, to fall into attack mode. Instead, his shoulders crumble defeatedly. Taylor 
forces himself to continue. "The thing is, D, | know you're not an asshole. Not even a royal one." He sighs. 


"Which leads to the obvious conclusion that this isn't nothing." 


Dave's eyes fall to the floor again. Dark strands form a curtain around his face, blocking it from Taylor's sight. 
Tay stares at him for a second, then, unable to bear it anymore, walks over and places his hands on the 


singer's shoulders. 
"Dave... 
"What if its not good enough?" Dave's voice sounds soft, plaintive. 


Taylor slips a finger beneath his chin, bringing Dave's gaze to his. "What's not good enough?" But Dave clams 
up again, shaking his head dismissively. Taylor steers him gently toward the bed and seats both of them down, 


wrapping an arm around the singer's shoulders. "C'me on D. Talk to me." 
"The album." Dave's whisper is barely audible and Tay's sure he heard that wrong. 


"What album? Our album?" A pause, followed by a hesitant nod. "You're kidding, right?" But he's not kidding, 
Taylor can see that. That knot of fingers in his lap, knuckles white with tension, the wide eyes, dark as black 
coffee, everything in Dave's body projects anxiety. 


He pulls Dave to him till the singer's head presses against the crook of his neck. Their bodies have changed so 
much in the last twenty years, and yet they still fit like two puzzle pieces, as if the very purpose of that 
space in the corner of Tay's collarbone was made to cradle Dave's forehead. He presses his lips against the 


dark hair and cringes. The dude needs a shower, big time. 
"What brought this on, babe?" 


"| don't know.. I've been worried about it all along, to some extent. And then the day we finished, | was talking 
to Jordyn and she goes ‘Just don't be too disappointed if it doesn't do as well as the last one." Taylor forces 
himself to swallow the swear on the tip of his tongue. "And | just.. | didn't sleep that whole night.. Sat with the 
girls, thinking about how | was letting them down, how | was letting all of you guys down.. and.. that just led 
into.. | don't know. | We're about to tour again, and I'm not gonna be there, we're gonna miss so much again, T. | 
don't.. | hate not being there for them." Dave's voice breaks, and Tay pulls him even closer, gently rubbing the 
muscles by his neck. As he'd suspected, this isn't about the album at all, or at least not for the most part. He 
waits a moment, giving Dave the change to talk himself out. As he expects, Dave tries again. "I just.. I've let so 


many people down in my life, T." He falls silent again 
Like who?" Taylor says softly, trying to keep the incredulousness out of his voice. "Who have you let down?" 


"You guys, with some of our past records.. And the business decisions | made, you know?" Taylor considers 
protesting, but Dave's already moved on "My daughters - I've missed like every school event ever, and 
birthdays, and.. Jordyn, obviously. | think when she married me, she thought the music thing would die down 
after a few years, and now she's stuck with this madness. My father." 


Tay pushes Dave away slightly so he can see his face. "D? | love you. But you realize you're insane, right?" 
Dave meets his gaze, half angry, half sheepish. Good, | can work with that. "You've let us down? You're the 
reason we have.. like, everything we have." The singer's about the protest, but Taylor shushes him, pressing a 
finger against his lips. "I know you think you make all the decisions for us, and that you're responsible for 
everything that happens to this band. But can | be honest, dude?" Dave nods. "We - Chris, Pat, Nate, and | - 
we're pretty good musicians. And we know our shit by now, bot the music stuff and the business stuff. And if 
you were fucking up, we'd a) tell you and b) stop you. Unless we don't know any better too, in which case it's 


not your fault, either." 
"But..." 


"No buts. This band's not a democracy, exactly, but it's not a dictatorship either. You act sometimes like you 
think it is - not in how you treat us, but how much responsibility you take on yourself. We're not fools, D" 


| know you're not.. | just.” 


"You're just being you. And its driving you crazy. And while we're on this note, | think the album's great. So 
what if it's not as successful? That doesn't mean jack." 


Dave leans closer, resting his head against Taylor's shoulder again Strong, familiar arms wrap themselves 


around Taylor's back gratefully. "Thanks, T." 


Tay kisses his hair again "And with the girls.. You're an amazing father, D. The best. You're like my fatherhood 
role model.” Dave tries to scoff, but it comes out as more of a sniffle. "Which, by the way, is pretty fucking 
amazing, everything considered." Dave tenses in his arms. Taylor gently combs his fingers through the 
chocolate hair. "I know your relationship with him was tough. But there's.. think about your own daughters.. Is 
there anything they can do, where you'd be like ‘They've let me down?" Another sharp breath, and a shake of 
the head. "Of course not. | don't think he thought so either." 


"You didn't know." 
"No, | didn't. But | know you." 


"Better than anyone in the world," Dave says softly. Tay swallows, trying to push the tears that have suddenly 
flooded his ducts, standing ready to spill at the first invitation 


"You know it" And then, to break the tension that is, once again, nudging them too close to that line they toe, 
but do not cross, he ruffles Dave's locks playfully. "How about a shower, dude? No offense, but, you, umm, 


need it." 


